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SUMMER SANTA CLAUS 

ji VACUUM BLOOBSTUTTER SunyM 




By Rod Reed 




VACUUM BLOOBSTUTTER, the 
general manager of the United States 
Hole-Making Corporation, had been stroll- 
ing along the river bank and was now 
trudging up a narrow street in the town's 
slum district. Perched On his head, going 
along for the ride, was his friend Red the 
woodpecker. In his hand Bloobstutter car- 
ried an old and rather frayed broom. 

The day was hot. Beads of sweat kept 
rolling over Bloobstutter's glasses and 
steaming them so that he had to take them 
off and wipe them frequently. His necktie 
was loosened and he wore no coat. Between 
the rows of crowded tenements the heat 
seemed especially oppressive. There was 
not a breeze stirring. 

The man had been silent for some time 
and it was the woodpecker who finally 
spoke. "What's the matter," he asked. 
"Your face is red, but you certainly seem 
blue." (Not a very good gag, but what can 
you expect from a woodpecker on a hot 
day?) 

"I am blue," said Bloobstutter. "I'm de- 
pressed, I was fretting too much about con- 
ditions in the hole-making business and 
you said a nice walk along the river would 
get my mind off my troubles, but here I am 
and I feel worse than ever." 

"Well," said the woodpecker, "if you 
think you've got troubles, look at these 
people, jammed in these houses on a hot 
day and not knowing where their next ice 
cream cone is coming from. They are the 
ones with troubles." 

"I know," agreed the man, "and that's 
what's bothering me now. I would like to 
do something for the poor people, espe- 
cially the poor kids." 

"Hah !" snorted Red. "Who do you think 
you are . . . Santa Claus?" 

Bloobstutter's already crimson face 
seemed to glow with a new light. His eyes 
shone, his lips broke into a smile. "That's 
it!" he cried. "I'll be Santa Claus!" 

Red the woodpecker hopped off the man's 
head and flew to a lamppost whose lamp was 
shattered. He perched on a jagged piece of 



glass and gazed at Bloobstutter, cocking 
his head and squinting one eye. You know, 
of course, that when a woodpecker looks 
at a man- in just that way, the bird thinks 
the man is a cuckoo. 

But Vacuum Bloobstutter was too im- 
mersed in his new thought to notice. He 
thought aloud. "I'm unhappy. The best way 
to be happy yourself is to bring happiness 
to others. These poor kids in the slum dis- 
trict would be happy if they had a surprise 
visit from Santa Claus. play Santa 
Claus for them." 

"That's silly," broke in the woodpecker. 
"Everybody knows that Santa doesn't 
come till Dec. 25. This is summer !" 

"Sure," said Bloobstutter. "That's what'll 
make it a surprise." 

Clutching his broom handle firmly he 
said ; 

"J want a red suit 

And white whiskers to boot!" 

Immediately he was dressed in a red suit 
and false whiskers. 

It might be explained that the broom he 
always carried was a magic broom that 
acceded to any wish he might make in 
rhyme. He had got it from a witch. Which 
witch is another story. . 

Straddling the broom he zoomed into the 
sky and headed north. "Santa comes from 
the North Pole so I'll head up that way 
and come back properly," he shouted to 
Red as he departed. The woodpecker mere- 
ly perched on the lamp post, silent, shak- 
ing his head from side to side. 

JT WAS SOME TIME LATER. Bloob- 
stutter, wearing a red suit and white 
whiskers and looking (at a distance) like 
Santa Claus, swooped out of the sky from 
the north, riding his broom and carrying a 
big pack on his back. He descended toward 
a group of raggedy youngsters playing 
marbles in a vacant lot. 

They were so intent on their game that 
they didn't see him landing. 

"Hey. there, kiddies!" he shouted. "Her* 
I am. Santa Claus I" 
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The boys looked up from their game. 
The reception was not exactly what Bloob- 
stutter had expected. Three of the younger 
children screamed in alarm and ran and 
hid. One of the older boys just pointed at 
Bloobstutter and laughed and several join- 
ed in. Another said, "Beat it, gran'pa. We 
got a hot game going here." 

The little man in the red suit and white 
whiskers stood stunned, puzzled and con- 
fused. This wasn't the way children were 
supposed to receive Santa Claus. They 
were supposed to clap hands and dance 
and shout with glee. 

Taking a deep breath he said, "I've got 
some presents for you." 

The youngsters were interested right 
away and watched eagerly as Bloobstutter 
opened his pack. He began passing out 
doughnut holes. Now it. must be reported 
in all fairness that he was justly proud of 
the doughnut holes manufactured by his 
company, the U. S. Hole-making Corpora- 
tion. They were first quality holes, perfect- 
ly round and not oval-shaped like some of 
the inferior holes made by rival compan- 
ies. As holes, they were the best. How 
could Bloobstutter have known that these 
poor kids, hungry as most of them were, 
would have preferred the doughnuts. 

^NGER SWEPT OVER THE crowd of 
marble-players. They slapped the holes 
to the ground. The biggest boy, one who 
seemed to be the leader, snarled, "What 
kind of mean joke is this? Bringing us a 
bunch of holes. Come on, gang, let's beat 
the guy up!" 

Some of them pickeQ up sticks and bricks 
as they marched toward the frightened 
"Santa Claus." 

Bloobstutter cried, 

"Oh gosh. Oh dear 

I'm in death's jaws! 
I wish I wasn't 
Santa Claus." 
The magic broom was equal to the occa- 
sion. Immediately the red suit and white 
whiskers disappeared and Bloobstutter was 
plain Vacuum Bloobstutter again. The in- 
stantaneous transformation so startled the 
advancing mob that it was halted in its 
tracks, momentarily. The children were 



speechless except for a couple of younger 
ones who started crying and weeping and 
yelling, "Santa Claus disappeared. Boo, 

hoo!" 

Weeping, especially by small children, 
made Bloobstutter very unhappy and he 
had started his walk this day to try to rid 
himself of his spirit of despondency. To 
try to stem the flood of tears he grabbed 
his broom handle and yelled, 

"I wish I had a thousand toys 
To give to all these girls and boys." 
Whoppo! 

Toys cascaded about the man. There were 
dolls, trains, trucks, footballs, baseballs, 
gloves, bats, mechanical sets, marbles, roll- 
er skates, ice skates, tennis rackets, boxing 
gloves, checkers, chemistry sets, polo 
ponies, jack straws, quoits, and a full size 
basketball court, among other things. 

All the youngsters were delighted and 
made a dive for the things, choosing the 
various toys and games that were their 
favorites. The scene of their happiness was 
somewhat clouded for Bloobstutter by the 
fact that one of the polo ponies was sitting 
on him. 

Presently the big boy who seemed to be 
the ring leader came after the pony and 
discovered Bloobstutter. "Hey, fellas, 
here's the guy that tried to fake up Santa 
Claus," he yelled. Bloobstutter was afraid. 
The boy's voice was coarse and rough. The 
little man shut his eyes and waited for the 
brickbats to descend. 

J|UT THEY NEVER DID. The only 
things that descended were his own 
tears of happiness when he heard the slum 
kids surrounding him singing, "For he's a 
jolly good fellow!" 

Red the woodpecker watched it all from 
a distance. 

"They're right," he said. "He is." A 
couple of tears rolled off his beak. It was 
the first time anybody had ever heard of 
a woodpecker crying. 

THE END 



The hilarious VACUUM BLOOB- 
STUTTER appear* in every issue of 
MASTER COMICS! 
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